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Why? | didn't ask for this, | didn't want it. | never prayed for love, | was happy the way | was. My life style 
isn't suited for two, it's too destructive. | drag myself down enough, thank you very much. | figured deeper 
emotional connections weren't for me, not after the way | got shit out of luck last time | attempted it. Last 
time | gave my heart away, the reciever tore it apart with his bare hands. Had it looked the slightest like 
those unrealistic Valentine's Day cartoon hearts, it would have been crumbled into sharp shards by now, 


bleeding and broken. 


| didn't want this, l'm fine being on my own. No one else to take care of, no one else to look after. Just me, 
myself and |. Me getting high or shitfaced 23 hours a day. Me leaving piles of unwashed clothes trailing across 
the floor. Me leaving towers of dirty dishes on the kitchen desk, too lazy to raise my hand and clean up my 
mess. Me leaving ash trays filled to the brim with burnt out, half finished joints and cigarettes. Me leaving 


beer bottles littered all across the floor, occasionally tripping on them and cursing at my own untidiness. 


And then he had to come and make his entrance. | wanted to deny him, damn, | wanted to lock him out and 
never see him again. But he was so fucking persistent, first waking me up, playing his goddamn bass like he 
owns the place. Then he had the guts to come knocking on my front door. | should have lended him a fist to 
his nose, and left him to go patch up his battered nose. But something stopped me. | slammed the door in his 
face, but he wasn't relenting. Headstrong, stubborn little bugger. | let him in, what else can you do for a kid 
with such huge chocolate eyes? Full of innocence, he was so naive. He sure had a lot to learn, taking in the 
shitty hellhole | called my home. The stained walls, unmade bed, greasy junkfood containers. It should have made 
him curl his nose in disgust and turn right on his heel. But it didn't. 


| don't really care how or why, but he nestled himself under my skin. | didn't like it, my walls ar supposed to 
be kept impentrable, I'm supposed to be like a high maintenence. A fortress, guarded by snarling dragons 
breathing fire. That was supposed to be me. Unreachable. And yet here he was, tearing those walls down bit 
by bit until | found myself letting my guard down unknowingly. Until | found myself lying on the filthy, smelling 
couch with his head nuzzled against my neck. Until | felt gross and unworthy, reeking of sweat after having 
ignored the shower for half a week. Hair greasy and unkempt and tangled. | sure looked like a junkie. Smelled like 
a junkie. Acted like a junkie. 


| should be scaring him off, my life was living for the moment. Even as we moved into the same appartment, 
mainly because it would make paying rent on time easier for the both of us, | used him. Not purposely, but | 
would buy any drugs | could get my hands on with what little income | could scramble up and leave him owning 
up to the bills. All on his own, because | was a loser. And he should have been walking out on me, it would have 
served me right. But he never complained, he never said a word to reprimand me. | could see the 
disappointment in his eyes, how his mood fell, but never did he say a thing. 


And suddenly, my world wasn't as chaotic anymore. Sure, | couldn't keep control over my own actions, I'd screw 
up time and time again, but he'd be there. He was always there. Suddenly, my hellhole was tidied when | came 
home from work. Suddenly, fresh, clean sheets layered the bed. Suddenly, all my clothes were neatly tucked 
into their drawers. Suddenly, there was food on my table and the dishes were done, put away into their place. 
And there he was, always with that huge beam plastered on his face, shy doe eyes accepting the pleased, 
thankful look | offered him. He did it all for me, and that warmed my heart. My hardened heart that | had 


thought was shattered beyond repair, he was slowly sewing together. He was mending me. 


And | didn't want it. I'd been hell bent on never feeling again, never trusting again, and | felt such unspeakable 
anger towards myself for the way | was letting my feelings betray me. But how the hell was | supposed to 
know that | was going to meet this kid? How was | supposed to know that | was going to run into this innocent, 
smiley faced Minnesota farm boy who knew so little of the big city and so much of affection? It didn't make 
sense to me, that someone like him had run into me. That he was letting himself be corrupted by myself and 
my off the rails behavior. | was crazy, my life style was crazy. He deserved better. 


There were those little things he'd do, too. I'm not sure when it began. He'd give me a hug when | came home 
from work, sometimes even a kiss. he'd help me into bed when | staggered home from some bar, sloshed and 
wasted. He'd hold my hair and soothe my back as | was sick, hurling my guts out in the morning. He'd give me 
a nice back massage to soothe my tension as we watched whatever was on the crappy TV. That TV that kept 


tuning in and out of shows, and you'd never know what you were going to get or how much you were going to 
catch before it went blank again. 


It took me some time to realize that I'd let myself become smitten by him. Smitten by his toothy smile, 
crinkling his cheeks. Smitten by his slight frame, and tan complex. Smitten by his long, silky hair, its colour a 
mix of sandy brown and honey blonde. Smitten by his huge, dark eyes framed by darker lashes. Smitten by the 
way he'd flush as | caught him eyeing me. The way he'd brush past me, purposely touching me but making it 
seem like an accident. He was playing such a wicked game, playing with fire. He didn't know what he was 
dragging upon himself, what he was diving into. He went headfirst, and | was falling head over heels. 


| didn't want to fall in love. Not with him. He was so frail, and perfect, and pure. He was so gentle, and tender, 
and affectionate. He'd bake cookies for me. Cookies for a junkie. He'd stroke my hair until | fell asleep when | 
suffered from my awful insomnia. He was the kid between us, he wasn't supposed to give his all for me. He 
wasn't supposed to protect me, it was supposed to be the other way around. | knew | wasn't good enough for 
him. | hadn't been good enough for James, I'd been a bother and a troublemaker, I'd been useless and 


inconsiderate. | still was. | took him for granted, but | didn't know how to behave any other way. 


| didn't want to fall in love. | didn't want to break my own heart, or his. Especially not his. | was already leading 

him down the dark path, tempting him with booze and smack and coke and fuck knows what else. Tempting him 

with sex, too, eventually. And my was he insatiable, his stamina was unbelievable. He could go all night. He never 
had enough. And | told myself it was casual sex, no feelings, no commitments. | was such a dumbfuck, thinking | 
could have sex with him and not get emotionally attached. Hell, | was already emotionally attached to boot. But | 
didn't want it. | didn't want to fall for him. 


And then he was the first to say it. He was the first to proclaim his feelings for me, face flushed pink Eyes 
glassy, eyelids fluttering half shut to conceal his shy eyes. He was so vulnerable, so weak. So afraid. And | 
wanted to deny him, wanted to tell him he deserved better than the spawn of the devil that was me. | wanted 
to tell him that he should run while he still had the chance, before | destroyed him and all that was good and 
pure that he held in his big, loving heart. Instead, | didn't deny him. Isn't it strange what desire can make 
foolish people do? And | was foolish. Stupid. Idiotic. Fucked up in the head. And so selfish, because | wanted him. | 
wanted him, at any cost. Any prize, as long as | wasn't the one paying. Because | knew | couldn't change myself, 
| was molded into one shape. He on the other hand, he could change. He could be altered, he would willingly try 


to stay by my side. 


And damn, it was evil and selfish and wicked of me to allow that. To allow him to change for me, while | 
remained the same. While | remained the monster, the animal and the demon tearing us apart. Because | 
refused to bend to anybody else's rules but my own. | didn't want to fall in love with him, | knew I'd wreck and 
ruin all that was good in him. All that made him loveable, and sweet. | knew I'd kill his spirits, and break his soul. 
| knew I'd rip him to shreds. | knew I'd be the end of him, I'd walk all over him and turn all that he held dear to 


ashes scattered in the wind. 


But | was selfish, and foolish, and ignorant. Conceited, and proud. Because, despite my own wish never to fall for 
him, the wish that had not been granted, | had never tried to prevent his falling for me. | had never not 


wanted him to admire me, look up to me, adore me. i needed his worship and affection. | needed his adoration, 
his love. His trust, it held me up when | was down He helped me along the way, and | realizes slowly that | 
couldn't live without it. So, | had wished for myself never to fall, because | knew | was going to be the end of 
him. Of it all. But, as horrible as it sounds even to my own ears, | never wished for him not to fall in love with 
me. No body loves no one wasn't an option 


